So                       THE MYSTERIOUS ISLAND.
Perhaps he had found some mark, a footstep, a trace which
had put him in the right path. Perhaps he was at this
moment on a certain track. Perhaps even he was near his
master.
Thus the lad reasoned Thus he spoke. His com-
panions let him talk. The reporter alone approved with a
gesture. But what Pencroft thought most probable was,
that Neb had pushed his researches on the shore farther
than the day before, and that he had not as yet had time
to return,
Herbert, however, agitated by vague presentiments,
several times manifested an intention to go to meet Neb.
But Pencroft assured him that that would be a useless
course, that in the darkness and deplorable weather he
could not find any traces of Neb, and that it would be
much better to wait. If Neb had not made his appearance
by the next day, Pencroft would not hesitate to join him in
his search.
Gideon Spilett approved of the sailor's opinion that it
was best not to divide, and Herbert was obliged to give up
his project; but two large tears fell from his eyes.
The reporter could not refrain from embracing the
generous boy.
Bad weather now set in. A furious gale from the
south-east passed over the coast The sea roared as it
beat over the reef. Heavy rain was dashed by the storm